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THE WIFE. 

There are several fine monuments and pieces 
of sculpture in the British Cathedral; but what 
attracted my attention the most, (says a late tra- 
veller,) was the simple tablet on which was en- 
graved the following beautiful epitaph, (perhaps 
the most beautiful in the language,) on a lady of 
the name of Mason, who, being in a consump- 
tion, was brought to Clifton, for the recovery of 
her health, and died while in the act of drinking 
the water. The epitaph was written by her 
husband, the Reverend William Mason:— 

‘¢‘ Take, holy earth, all that my soul holds dear; 
‘Take that best gift which Heaven so lately gave. 

To Bristol’s fount I bore, with trembling care, 

Her faded form: she bow’d to taste the wave, 
Anddied! Do youth and beauty read the line? 

Does sympathetic fear their breasts alarm? 

Speak, dead Maria! breathe a strain divine: . 
Ev'n from the grave thou shalt have power to charm. , 
Bid them be chaste, be innocent like thee ; 

Bid them in duty’s sphere as meekly move : 

And, ifso fair, from vanity as free ; 

As firm in friendship, and as fond in love 

Tell them, though ’tis an awful thing to die, 

(’Twas ev’n to thee!) yet the dread path once trod, 
Heaven lifts its everlasting portals high, 

And bids the pure in heart behold their Gon.” 

The affection and sorrow which dictated such 
an epitaph, were not transient or feigned. The 
introduction of his latest work seems alike the 
danguage of the heart—= 

‘¢ —-Deem not ye that I résume the strain 

To court the world’s applause ; my years mature 
Have learn’d to slight the toy. No, ’tis to sooth 
That agony of heart, which they alone, 

Who best have lov’d, who best have been belov’d, 
Can feel or pity: sympathy severe! 

Which she too felt, when on her pallid lip 

The last farewell hung trembling and bespoke 

A wish to linger here, and bless the arms 
She left for heavan. She died, and heaven is hers! 
Be mine, the pensive solitary balm 

The recollection yields. Yes, angel pure ! 

While memory holds her seat, thy image still 

Shall reign, shall triumph there.” 


is an extract from & Review 
Cowper was a christian, and I doubt not, that 
often has the devout spirit risen from the perusal 
of his strains, and wrapt in the holy elevation 


piety, poured out the extacies of his soul for 
such a giftto religion. It has been the reproach 
or misfortune of its friends that they have cramp- 
ed its energies by scholastic definition; that in- 
stead of letting its native attractions shine 
through the medium of a rich and elevated dic- 
tion, they have sullied its lustre by numerous 
and gross perversities of taste; they have chilled 
its generous and lofty spirit by narrow, spiritless 
and common-place sentiment. This reproach 
can be, and it ought to be, wiped off. The se- 
paration between taste and devotion, is a most 
unnatural divorce. Cowper had a soul keenly 
alive to every beauty of nature and art; and re- 
ligion, as invested with the charms of his poetry, 
never wore an earthly robe that shone so like its 
hue of original and celestial loveliness. Never 
dwelt there in a human being a temper that min- 
gled so kindly with the bland spirit of christiani- 
ty. It touched with its hallowed fire all the 


| springs of his elegant taste; it breathed its in- 


spiring vigor into all his innocent loves, till every 
element of his beautiful genius, like the scenes 
it described, wafted nothing but incense to hea- 
ven. What! shall man be attracted to every 
other of his interests by the forms of a seductive 
rhetoric, and the power of a brilliant and fascina- 
ting imagery? Shall genius pour forth its praises 
of nature till the stars above us twinkle down 
with. new lustre, and the whole earth wake to 
new beauty, as when it burst fresh from the bo- 
som of Almighty love? Shall vice itself glitter 
in the magic of unwonted melody, and the heart 
be drunken with its sorceries? Shall the God of 
heaven be blasphemed in colors dipped in his 
own glory; and shall religion, the joy of angels, 
the dearest friend of humanity, the bright hope, 
and vision of immortality, meet the naked sel- 
fishness of the heart without a grace to soften 
and conciliate? Must it contend, not only with 
the polished shaft of wit, the subtleties of deprav- 
ed reason, and the host of mighty passions—but 
must it also wage unnatural war with those re- 
finements and sensibilities of our nature, which 
owe to it their purest nourishment and noblest 
elevation? It has done that for man, which 
ought to fill every heatt with enthusiasm. The 
prospects of its achievements are efiough to open 
all the fountains of the soul; to make it break 
from its tame and proscribed impurity of diction ; 
to pour around christianity the light of every 
taste, and the charm of irresistible persuasion.— 
Then melting down every obstacle, it shall go 
forth conquering and to conquer, till every eye 
is ravished with its beauty, and every heart yield 


taught from his mingled flame of genius and |jt the homage of veneration. 


| less graces and kindnesses, endeavour to extend 


| BLIGHTED HOPES. 

It was a lovely evening towards the end of 
July, that we approached the village of Effing- 
ham. My friends, Lord and Lady Merton, their 
lovely invalid daught#r, and myself, occupieda — 
large family coach, which was followed by ano- 
ther containing the domestics. 

The sun was setting in all the magnificence of 
a summer's sky, and every object, even to the 
pallid cheek of the languid Ellen, was tinged 
with his golden rays. I saw her close her eyes, 
and put one hand over them,.as if to shut out the 
cheering beams that so ill accorded with her feel- 
ings; and my heart bled at the conviction, that 
one so young, so lovely and so loved, was insen- 
sible to all emotions but those of grief—that sor- 
row had chilled her warm bosom, and nipt the 
roses of health which had se lately bloomed on 
her now death .ike cheek. 

We proceeded slowly along, the afflicted pa- 
rents watching with agonized anxiety the coun- 
tenance of their only child, who occasionally, 
when gleams of returning consciousness render- 
ed her sensible of their anguish, expressed, by a 
gentle pressure of their hands to her heart or 
lips, or a look that spoke more eloquently than 
words the sense which she felt of their affection. 

We now approached the church yard, and all 
our fears were excited, dreading the effect which 
its appearance might produce upon Ellen. A 
few weeks before, her betrothed husband was 
consigned to the silent grave in this very ceme- 
tery, and the family mausoleum was close to the 
road. 

The disconsolate parents appeared afraid to 
breathe, lest they should disturb the mourner 
from a fit of abstraction into which she had fallen 
a few minutes before; when at the very moment 
we reached the spot, she bent forward, extended 
her hands towards the mausoleum, and uttering 
one heart-piercing shriek, fell back fainting in 
the arms of her mother. 

Three short months before, I accompanied the 
same group to London. ‘The parents were then 
happy in the prospect of bestowing their only 
child on the-object of her long cherished affec- 
tion—an object not less their choice than hers. 
The lovely Ellen was then blooming, beautiful 
and gay, and redolent with joyful anticipations 
of meeting her future husband. Every mile we 
travelled brought her nearer to the object. of her 
love; and te do I remember the suffusion of 
her cheek, when bantered by her doating, happy 
father, on the visible exhilaration of her spirits. 
Happy herself, how did she, by a thousand name- 
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the sunshine of her own pure breast. I looked {| 


at her, and beheld her radient with innocence 
and joy and beauty; and I fancied that had a 
‘Lawrence seen her, he would have immortalized 
himself and her, by pourtraying her as the perso- 
nification of hope; for never surely had the 
bright-eyed enchantress a more lovely represen- 
tative. 

When we arrived in Grosvenor-square, the 
lover was at the door, with all a lover’s impa- 
tience marked in his eager glance and sparkling 
eyes; while her first look of rapture was suc- 
ceeded by a more chastened and timid, though 
not less tender manner. 

Days succeeded days, which, though mingled 
with the oft-repeated chidings of the impetuous 
lover at the ‘“‘law’s delay,” were still days of 
happiness. ‘Tender attentions, bridal prepara- 
tions, plans for futyre enjoyments and present 
amusements, enriched and varied each day, until 
the long-wished-for one was named that was to 
unite them. But four days prior to that which 
was to consummate ang happiness, the lover 
was seized with an illness, which he considereda 
slight cold, and neglected, being unwilling to ab- 
sent ‘himself even for a few hours from his mis- 
tress; the second day he was unable to leave his 
bed; and the third his illness was pronounced 
past hope—past cure ; the fourth,—that day for 
which he had so ardently longed, as the gaol of 
his happiness—he was a corse. 

For many days, insanity, caused by a violent 
brain-fever, banished from poor Ellen’s mind all 
sense of her misfortune and sorrow. In all the 
wanderings of distembered fancy, her lover was 
never for a moment absent from her thoughts : 
she called on him in the tenderest accents, ad- 
dressed him with all the fervor of affection, and 
again and again implored him not to leave her 
couch while she slept; for that he alone could 
shield her from some unknown enemy, that press- 
ed her forehead with a burning hand. 

By slow degrees reason resumed her empire, 
‘but it was visible that health had forever fled.— 
Her first request made to her sorrowing, heart- 
stricken parents, was to take her to Merton Park. 
Oh! what acontrast is there between this me- 
lancholy return, and our happy journey three 
short months ago! Our hearts were then cheer- 
ed by Hope ; but now, Hope is banished, and re- 
signation to the will of Him, “ who chasteneth 
whom he loveth,” can alone enable them to bow 


-to his dispensation. 


* * * * 


At length the lovely and Pats Ellen is re- 
leased from her sorrows; and her pure soul has 
fled to those regions of bliss, where tears are 
dried and grief endureth no more. I this day 
beheld her pale corse consigned to “ the narrow 
house,” and I now see from my window the 
moon’s silver beams reflected on the mausoleum 
that now inurns her. 

For three days after our arrival she lingered 
between life and death. A few hours before she 
breathed her last, she became conscious of her 
situation, and hailed her approaching death as a 
release from hopeless, ceaseless anguish. A faint 
smile, the first that had appeared since her lover’s 
decease, played on her pallid lips, but was soon 
chased away by observing the unuttered and un- 
utterable grief of.her parents. For a fewminutes 
she rerarded them with looks of fondest, pitying 
love; and with allthe daughter in her eyes, ‘“‘the 


big tears chasing each other down” her pale 


cheeRs, as their sorrow and desolation at her 
loss glanced over her mind, she wept for some 
time with uncontrollable emotion; and, alter- 
nately turning to each other, as they jointly sup- 
ported her, tremulcusly clasped them in her em- 


_ brace. But the Ged of Mercy, “‘ who tempereth 


|| jects, she prayed with fervor. She appeared 


the wind tothe shorn lamb,” soon restored a 
saintly calm to the dying Ellen. | 
She seemed inspired with more than mortal 
eloquence, while addressing her unhappy pa- 
rents, and soothing their minds into resignation 
at her approaching fate, she begged to be taken 
to the widow, that she might once more behold | 
the fair face of nature, and view the spot where | 


|| she was soon to be laid beside him whom she had 


so fondly loved. 

We bore her couch to the window, and for a | 
moment the fresh air seemed to revive her. The 
sun was rising with a splendor that gave the- 
promise of a glorious day, and all nature seemed | 
waking into life and gladness, she looked toward | 
that brilliant luminary for a few moments in 
silence. ‘* Ah! long before that bright orb sinks | 
in the west, the vital spark that animates this. 
frail form shall become extinct; never, never | 
again shall those eyes behold the refulgent sun, | 
or shall I bask beneath his cheering beams. | 
Those woods and hills, on which se oft I have | 
delighted to gaze; yon river, by whose banks I | 
have so often strayed, that dewy lawn, over | 
which my careless feet have so often wandered | 
---I shall never again behold. The sun will 
again rise in all his wonted splendor, and this 
lovely landscape will still retain its charms, but I 
—1I shall be insensible to all ——.” 

Here her sweet countenance became clouded 
with sorrow, and a few natural tears rolled down 
her cheek; turning tothe point that commanded 
a view of the village church, whose spire therays 
of the sun were now irradiating, she ceased to 
weep; and raising her almost transparent hand, 
said, ‘‘ There, there, by his side let me be laid; 
and now, oh my loved parents, pray that your 
child may meet death with the composure and 
piety of a Christian.” 

She held a hand of each parent; while with 
her eyes closed, as if to shut out all earthly ob- 


exhausted, and her voice became less articulate. 
A gentle sleep seemed to steal over her: but it 


sigh, she resigned her soul into the hands of her 
Creator. 
_ A Young Lady’s Prayer for a Husband. 
From a profane Libertine; from one affected- 
ly pious, from a profuse almoner, and from an un- 
charitable wretch, from a wavering religionist, 
and an injudicious zealot—deliver me! 

From one of starched gravity, or ridiculous le- 
vity, from an ambitious statesman, from a restless 
projector, from onethat loves any thing better than 
mE, but what is just and honorable—deliver me! 

From an ecstasied poet, from a modern wit, from 
a base coward, and from a rash fool—deliver me ! 

Froma darling of Venus, froma proselyte of Bac- 
chus, from a traveller, half bred, and all other mas- 
culine affectations not yet recounted—-deliver me! 

But give me one whose love has more judg- 
ment than passion, who is master of himself, or 
at least an indefatigable scholar in such astudy, 
who has an equal flame, a parallel inclination, a 
temper and a soul so like mime that as two tallies, 
we may appear more perfect by union. Give me 
one of as genteel an education asa little expense 
of time will permit, with an indifferent fortune, 
independent of the servile levees of the great, 
and yet one whose retirement is not so much from 
the public as to himself: one (if possible) above 
flattery and affronts, yet as careful of pre- 
venting an injury as able to requite it ; one whose 
beauty of mind exceeds that of his face, yet that 
not deformed, so as. to be distinguishable from 
ethers by its ugliness. Give me one that has 
learned to live much in a little time ; one that is no 
great familiar in conversation with the world, nor 


no little one with himself; one (iftwo such happi- 


~ 


was the sleep of death; for breathing one soft | 


nesses may be granted at one time to our sex) who 
with these endowments, may have an easy, hon- 
est disposition, who, by his practice as well as 
principles, has made himself amiable and just; 
let him be truly virtuous and pious, and let me 
be truly happy in my choice. 


FROM THE LONDON LA BELLE ASSEMBLEE. 
THE TRANSPORT. 

The great eye of day was wide open, and a 
joyful light filled air, heaven, and ocean. The 
marbled clouds lay motionless far and wide over 
the deep blue sky, and all memory of storm and 
hurricane had vanished from the magnificence of 
that immense calm. There was but a gentle 
fluctuation on the bosom of the deep, and the sea- 
birds floated steadily there, or dipped their wings 
for a moment in the wreathed foam, and again 
wheeled sportively away into the sunshine. One 
ship—only one single ship—was within the encir- 
cling horizon, and she had lain there as if at an- 
chor since the morning light; for, although all 
her sails were set, scarcely a wandering breeze 
touched her canvas, and her flags hung dead on 
staff and at peak,.or lifted themselves uncertain- 
ly up at intervals, and then sunk again into mo- 
tionless repose. The crew paced not her deck; 
they knew that no breeze could come till after 
meridian—and it was the Sabbath-day. 

A small congregation were singing praises to 
God in that chapel, which rested almost as quiet- 
ly on the sea as the house of worship in which 
they had been used to pray then rested far off, 
on a foundation of rock, in a green valley of their 
forsaken Scotland. They were emigrants—nor 
hoped ever again to see the mists of their native 
mountains. But as they heard the voice of their 
psalm, each singer half forgot that it blended 
with the sound of the sea, and almost believed 
-himself sitting in the kirk of his own beloved pa- 
rish. But hundreds of billowy leagues interven- 
ed between them and the little tinkling bell that 
was now tolling their happier friends to the quiet 
house of God. 

And now an old grey-headed man rose up to 
pray, and held up his withered hands in fervent 
supplication for all around, whom, in good truth, 
he called his children—for three generations were 
with the patriarch inthat tabernacle) There, in 
one group, were husbands and wives standing 
together, m awe of Him who held the deep in 
the hollow of his hand,—there, youths and mai- 
dens, linked together by the feeling of the same 
destiny, some of them perhaps hoping, when they 
reached the shore, to lay their heads on one pil 
low—there, children hand in hand, happy in the 
wonders of the ocean—and there mere infants 
smiling on the sunny deck, and unconscious of 
the meaning of hymn or prayer. 

A low, confined, growling noise was heard 
gurgling beneath the deck, and a sailor called 
with a loud voice—‘ Fire—fire—the ship’s on 
fire!” Holy words died on the prayer’s tongue 
—the congregation fell asunder—and pale faces, 
wild eyes, groans, shrieks, and outcries, rent the 
silence of the lonely sea. No one for a while 
knew the other, as all were hurried in a whirl- 
wind up and down the ship. A dismal heat, all 


unlike the warmth of that beautiful sun, came 


stifling on every breath. Mothers, who in their 
first terrors had shuddered only for themselves, 
now clasped their infants to their breasts, and 
lifted up their eyes to heaven. Bold, brave men 
grew white as ashes, and hands, strengthened by 
toil and storm, trembled like the aspen-lea 

‘** Gone—gone—we are all gone!” was now the 
cry; yet no one knew whence that cry came; 
and men glared reproachfully on each other's 
countenances, and strove to keep down the au- 


dible beating of their own hearts. The despe- 
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rate love of life drove them instinctively to their 
stations, and the water was poured, as by the 
strength of giants, down among the smouldering 
flames. But the devouring element roared up 
into the air; and deck, masts, sails, and shrouds, 
were one crackling and hissing sheet of fire. 

‘“ Let down the boat!” was now the yell of 
hoarse voices; and in an instant she was filled 
with life. ‘Then there was frantic leaping into 
the sea; and all who were fast drowning, moved 
convulsively towards that little ark. Some sank 
down at once into oblivion—some grasped at 
nothing with their disappearing hands—some 
seized in vain unquenched pieces of the fiery 
wreck—some would fain have saved a friend 
almost in the last agonies; and some, strong in a 
savage despair, tore from them the clenched fin- 
gers that would have dragged them down, and 
forgot, in fear, both love and pity. 

Enveloped in flames and smoke, yet insensible 
as a corpse tothe burning, a frantic mother flung 
down her baby among the crew; and, as it fell 
among the upward oars unharmed, she shrieked 
eut a prayer of thanksgiving. ‘ Go, husband, 
go, for lam content to die.—Oh! live—live— 
my husband, for our darling Willy’s sake!” But, 
in the prime of life, and with his manly bosom 
full of health and hope, the husband looked but 
for a moment till he saw his child was safe; and 
then taking his young wife in his arms, sat down 
beneath the burning fragments of the sail, with 
the rest that were resigned, never more to rise 
up till the sound of the last trumpet, when the 
faithful and the afflictedshall be raised to breathe 
for ever empyrean air. ? 

THE FLORIST. 


CHERRIES. 

There are but few kinds of this fruit which 
merit general cultivation. The curious horti- 
culturist may collect fifteen or twenty sorts, but 
four or five kinds would be sufficient for general 
cultivation. 

It is to be regretted that so little attention is 
paid by the farmer to cultivating those fruits 
which are considered as mere luxuries. We do 
not say that the cherry ought to enter into com- 
petition with the apple, but since the cherry tree 
would form a beautiful shade around his build- 
ings, and would afford a pleasant, (and if left to 
ripen perfectly) a very salutary article of food it 
is to be regretted that it is soseldom introduced. 

Almost every man has a garden spot, if he 
will not go to the expense of getting the stocks 
he may always procure the cherry stones.—They 
are of quick growth, and a very hardy tree. 

_It is easy improved by grafting and inocula- 
tion, and even the natural fruit is often very fine. 

The species most valuable to a farm would be, 

The May Duke, a red cherry, commonly call- 
ed Kinsely. | 

The English cherry. This is the most com- 
mon to our country. 

The Black Heart is the most common of the 
fmer sort, and is the most valuable because a free 
and full bearer. It is commonly eaten too early, 
because persons suppose it ripe as soon as it is 
quite black. 

The White Heart. This is a name generally 
applied to two or three species. They are dis- 
tinguished by some as the Lukeward and the Bi- 
ganou. ‘The latter is the French name, and the 
several cherries under that name are better de- 
scribed by French writers. 

The Black Tartarian Cherry, is a notable fruit 
and a very good bearer. 

Scions of all these sorts may be easily procur- 
ed by applying to any of the trustees of the Mas- 
sachusetts Agricultural Society. 
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- Besides the above, there are several varieties 
of the Mozard, or natural cherry, which are very 
excellent fruits, and valuable for bearing later 
than the others. They are generally hardier 
trees, and will bear neglect better than the finer 
sorts. 


INTELLIGENCE OF BIRDS. 

An interesting fact was related at a late meet- 
ing of the Literary and Philosophical Society of 
Liverpool. A pair of goldfinches had built their 
nest on a small branch of an olive tree: after 
hatching their brood, the parents perceived that 
the weight of the little family was too great for 
the strength of the branch which supported the 
nest—it had begun to yield; the provident pa- 
rents with an intelligence which cannot be re- 
solved into: instinct, were seen to fasten, by 
means of a small string which they had procured, 
the branch which supported their nest to a 
stronger and higher branch of the tree. Thus 
redeeming, by an extraordinary effort of reason, 
the original error which they had committed, 


and guarding their parental hopes from the 
threatened ruin. 


| 


A Bachelor’s description of what a Wife ought 
to be.—Amiable, affectionate, agreeable, artless, 
affable, accomplished, amorous, beautiful, be- 
nign, benevolent, chaste, charming, candid, 
cheerful, complaisant, careful, charitable, clean, 
civil, coy, constant, dutiful, dignified, elegant, 
easy, engaging, even, entertaining, faithful, 
fond, free, faultless, good, graceful, generous, 
governable, good humoured, handsome; humane, 
harmless, healthy, heavenly-minded, intelligent, 
interesting, industrious, ingenious, just, kind, 
lively, liberal, lovely, modest, merciful, neat, no- 
table, obedient, open, obliging, pretty, prudent, 
pious, polite, pleasing, pure, peaceable, righteous, 
sociable, submissive, sensible, tall, temperate, 


true, unreserved, virtuous, well-formed, wealthy, 
young. 


Wedding Cake.—The editor of the Syracuse, 
(N. Y.) Gazette, after inserting the marriage of 
a couple in that place, acknowledges the receipt 
ofa piece of this delicious loaf, in the following 
manner :—‘ It is the custom in many places, for 
youthful brides to present their compliments to 
the editor ina loaf ofthe wedding cake. On such 
an occasion the public expect that he will exercise 
a little pleasantry on their account, so that it be 
delicately done, and all offence isavoided. How 
delightful! In pursuance of this custom, we beg 
leave to inform all ladies and gentlemen, whether 
married or unmarried, that we have received, in 
accompaniment of the foregoing notice, an ele- 
gant slice of the wedding cake, very beautifully 
iced over and luxuriant with currants, raisins, 
and ‘allthet sort o’ thing.’ Weare overpowered. 
with singular sensations, while we survey this 
happy token which lies on our table. Like this 
same cake, matrimony is composed of various in- 
gredients, and like it, is sweet and agreeable. But 
the cake, if placed upon the shelf, and suffered 
todry, becomes tasteless and insipid—so also 
matrimony will lose its sweetness, if the young 
affections of the parties are hung upon the wil- 
lows, and exposed to the chill gales of careless 
indifference. There is, however, no fear of this in 
the present instance: and we cordially hope that 
the burden of the happy bridegroom’s song may 
long be, what it undoubtedly is at this moment— 


*O woman, thy sweetness beameth 
O’er all that we hear and see— 
And ifa man of Heaven e’er dreaneth, 


Extract from Whispers toa Newly-Married Pair. 

An ingenious writer says, “ Ifa painter wish- 
ed to draw the very finest object in the world, it 
would be the picture of a wife, with eyes express- 
ing the serenity of her mind, and a countenance 
beaming with benevolence; one hand lulling to 
rest on her bosom a lovely infant, the other em- 
ployed in presenting a moral page to a second 
sweet baby, who stands at her knee, listening to 
the words of truth and wisdom from its incompa- 
rable mother. 


Iam a peculiar friend to cheerfulness. Not 
that kind of cheerfulness which the wise man 
calls the mirth of fools—always laughing and 
talking, exhausting itself in’ jests and puns, and 
- then sinking into silence and gloom when the ob- 
ject that inspired it has disappeared. No—no! 
The cheerfulness [ would recommend must be- 
long to the heart, and be connected with the 
temper, and even with the principles. Addison 
says, “‘I cannot but look on a cheerful state of 
mind as a constant, habitual gratitude to the 
great Author of Nature. An inward cheerful- 
ness is an implicit praise and thansgiving to Pro- 
vidence under all its dispensations: it is a kind of 
acquiescence in the state wherein we are placed, 
and a secret approval of the divine will in his 
conduct towards us.’ I think there is some- 
thing very lovely in seeing a woman overcome 
those little domestic disquiets which every mis- 
tress of a family has to contend with; sitting 
down to her bréakfast-table in the morning with 
a cheerful, smiling countenance, and endeavour- 
ing to promote innocent and pleasant conversa- 
tion among her little circle. But vain will be 
her amiable efforts at cheerfulness, if she be not 
assisted by her husband and other members 
around; and truly it is an unpleasant sight to 
see a family when collected together, instead of 
enlivening the quiet scene with a little good hu- 
mored chat, sitting like so many statues, as if 
each was unworthy the attention of the other.— 
And then when a stranger comes in, O dear, such 
smiles, and animation,and loquacity! ‘* Let my 
‘lot be to please at home,” says the poet;—and 
truly I cannot help feeling a contemptible opin- 
ion of those, persons, young or old, male or fe- 
male, who lavish their good humour and plea- 
santry in company, and hoard up sullenness and 
silence for the sincere and loving group which 
compose their fire-side. They do not behold 
home with the same eye as did the writer of the 
following lines :— 


“ Home’s the resort.of love, of joy, of peace ;” 
So says the bard, and so say truth and grace: 
Howe is the scene where truth and candour move, 
The only scene of true and genuine ove. 

‘¢ To balls and routes for fame let others roam, 
Be mine th happier lot to, please at home.” 
Clear then the stage: no scenery we require, 
Save the snug circle round the parlour fire; 
And enter, marshall’d in procession fair, 

_ Each happier influence that governs there ! 
Fisst, Love br friendship mellowed imto bliss, 
Lights the warm glow and sanctifies the kiss ; 
When fondly welcom’d to the accustom’d seat, 
In sweet complacence wife and husband mec* ; 
Look mutual pleasure, mutual purpose-share, 
Repose from labors.to unite in care! 

Ambition ! does Ambition there reside ? 
Yes: when the bgy, in manly mood astride, 
With ruby lip and eyes of sweetest blue, 
And flaxen locks, and cheeks of rosy bue, 
(Of headstrong prowess innocently vain,} 
Canters—the jockey of isis father’s cane : 


*Tis when he thinks purely of thee— | 
Oh! Woman” 


While Emulation in the daughter's heart 
Rears amore mild, though not less powerful prrt ; 
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With zeal to shine her little bosom warms, 
And in the romp the future housewife forms ; 
Think how joy animates, intense though meek, 
The fading roses on their grandame’s cheek, 
When proud the frolic children to survey, 

She feels and owns an interest in their play : 
Tells, at each call, the story ten times told, 
And forwards every wish their whims unfold.” 


' «To be agreeable, and even entertaining, in 
our family circle;” says a celebrated writer, “ is 
not only a positive duty but an absolute morality.” 

I cannot help quoting the following passage 
from Mrs. H. More, as an admirable illustration 
of true sweetness of temper, patience, and self- 
denial—qualities so essential in a wife and mis- 
tress of a family. ‘ Remember, that life is not 
entirely made up of great evils, or heavy trials, 
but that the perpetual recurrence of petty evils 
and small trials is the ordinary and appointed 
exercise of Christian graces. ‘To bear with the 
feelings of those about us, with their infirmities, 
their bad judgment, their ill-breeding, their per- 
verse tempers—to endure neglect where we feel 
we have deserved attention, and ingratitude 


where we expected thanks—to bear with the |} 


company of disagreeable people, whom Provi- 
dence has placed in our way, and whom he has 
perhaps provided on purpose for the trial of our 
virtue—these aré the best exercises; and the 
better because not chosen by ourselves. To 
bear with vexations in business, with disappoint- 
ments in é6ur expectations, with interruptions in 


our retirement, with folly, intrusion, disturbance, 


in short, with whatever opposes our will and con- 
tradicts our humour—this habitual acquiescence 


appears to be the very essence of self-denial. 


These constant, inevitable, but inferior evils, 
properly improved, furnish a good moral disci- 
pline, and might well, in the days of ignorance, 
have superseded pilgrimage and penance.” Ano- 


ther remark of the same author is also excellent: 


“To sustain a fit of sickness may exhibit as true 
heroism as tolead an-army. To bear a deep af- 
fliction well, calls for as high exertion of soul as 
to storm a town; and to meet déath with Chris- 
tian resolution, is an act of courage in which ma- 
ny a woman has triumphed, and many a philoso- 
pher, and even some generals, have failed.” 
[Am. Farmer. 


EXTRACT ON LOVE AND MARRIAGE. | 
BY THE AUTHOR OF WAVERLY. 

It were judging hardly of him to suppose that 
the mere belief that he had attracted her affec- 
tions more easily than he expected, was the 
cause Of his ungratefully undervaluing a prize 
too lightly won, or that his transient passion 
played around his heart with the flitting radiance 
of a wintry sunbeam flashing against an icicle, 
which may brighten it for a moment, but cannot. 
melt it. -Neither of these was precisely the 
case; though such fickleness of disposition also 
have some influence in the change. | 

The truth is, perhaps, that the lover’s pleasure, 
like that of the hunter, is in the chase;—and 
that the brightest beauty loses half its merit, as 
the fairest flower its perfume, when the willing 
hand can reach it too easily. There must be 
doubt—there must be danger—there must be 
difficulty—and if, as the poet says, the course of 
ardent affection never does run smooth, it is, per- 
haps, because, without some interverfing obsta- 
cle, that which is called the romantic passion of 
love, in its high poetical character and colouring, 
can hardly have an existence, any more than 
there can be a current in a river, without the 


for life without those embarrassments which de- 
light a Darsie Latimer, or a Lydia Languish, 
and which are necessary to excite an enthusias- 
tic passion in breasts more firm than theirs, au- 
gur worse of their future happiness, -because 
their own alliance is formed under calmer aus- 
pices. Mutual esteem, an intimate knowledge 
of each other’s character, seen, as in their case, 
undisguised by the mist of too partial passion— 
a suitable proportion of parties in rank and for- 
tune, in taste and pursuits—are more frequently 


romantic attachment, where the imagination, 
which probably created tlie virtues and accom- 
plishments with which it invested the beloved 
object, is frequently afterwards employed in mag- 
nifying the mortifying consequences of its own 
delusion, and exasperating all the strings of dis- 
appointment. | 
reason, are like the well disciplined battalion, 
which, wearing a more sober uniform, and mak- 
ing a less dazzling show than the light troops 
commanded by imagination, enjoy more safety, 
and even more honour, in the conflicts of human 


life. 
PRECIOUS ‘THINGS.—The king of Por- 


tugal has an immensely Valuable collection of 
diamonds, bullion, gold dust and plate. Great 
boxes of the three last are packed up and depo- 
sited in the room which he himself occupies. 
The diamonds he always so keeps that he can 
remove them, if necessary, and he had them 
with him when he took shelter on board an 
English vessel of war about two years ago. Their 
value is differently calculated by different lapi- 
daries—but at the lowest rate, it is enormous. 
The star and cross of the order of knighthood 
that he wears, is valued at four millions sterling. 
He lent ahead ornament to one of the saints, 
which was bound round the forehead of his image 
composed of diamonds, one of which was worth 
£100,000. But he had a multitude of diamonds, 
and one that surpasses all others ever yet known. 


| It was found in Brazil in 1746, is of the size and 


shape of a hen’s egg, and weighs 1680 carats, or 
i2 1-2 ounces Troy weight. The Portuguese 
lapidaries value it at 200 millions sterling; but 
the English and Dutch think it worth only 
£55,787,500. 


Poetry is a blossom of very delicate growth ; 
it requires the maturing influence of vernal suns, 
and every encouragement of culture and atten- 
tion, to bring it to its natural perfection. The 


genius, are such as require rather strength and 


ly-wrought susceptibility, which invariably marks 
the temperament of the true poet; and it is for 
this reason, that, while men of science have not 
unfrequently arisen from the abodes of poverty 
and labor, very few legitimate children of the 


hereditary obscurity. 


MOURNING APPAREL. 

‘The principal objections against the cus- 
tom of wearing mourning apparel, are, that 
it is useless, inconvenient, and expensive.— 
For, what use does it serve? To remind me I 
am in affliction? I do not need any such me- 
mento. To point me out to others as a 
mourner? I do not wish -to be so 
Shall the sable garb be adopted then because 
it is grateful to my feelings—because it is a 
kind of solace to me? I can gain no conso- 


ed by opposing rocks. | ‘ 
Let those, however, who enter into an union 


~ 


If then, the custom is useless, it is still more 
objectionable on account of the inconvenience 


stream being narrowed by deep banks, or check- | lation from it. 


found in marriage of reason, than in an union of 


Those who follow the banners of 


pursuits of the mathematician, or the mechanical 


insensibility of mind, than that exquisite and fine- 


Muse have ever emerged from the shades of 


‘ 


pointed out. |} 
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and expense. It it inconvenient, because it 


throws the care of purchasing and making 
clothes, upon a family, at the very moment, 
when on every account it most needs seclu- 
sion and quietness; when, worn out with care 
and watching and sorrow, it needs retirement 
and relief. ‘That the expense presses heavily 
upon the poor, is a matter very well known, 
and I believe generally regretted. If, then, 
there is a custom in the community, which is 
no real benefit, and is a real burden, it would 
seem a clear inference that it ought to be 
discouraged. If there be any who fear that 
they shall be too soon forgotten, among men, 
when they are gone, let them be reminded that 
it depends upon themselves, not upon the habili- 
ments of their friends; upon their character, not 
upon their obseaquies, whether they shall be re- 
membered. ‘The memorial of virtue,” saith the 
wisdom of Solomon, ‘is immortal. When it is 
present, men take example of it; and when it is 


gone, they desire it; it weareth a crown and 
triumpheth forever.’ 


LITERARY NOTICES. 


FROM THE LITERARY CASKET. 


COTEMPORARY FEMALE GENIUS. 


At no period of our history has female genius 
triumphed more than in our days. At the pre- 
sent time there is living no less than twenty-four 
ladies of pre-eminent talent, as writers in various 
departments of literature and philosophy. 

Mrs. Barbauld, distinguished during fifty years, 
by her elegant productions in verse and prose. 

Miss Hannah Moore, for nearly an equal pe- 
riod, for various moral and controversial writings; 
not inferior, for style and energy of mind, to any 
thing produced by the-other sex. 

Mrs. Radcliffe, who, as a novelist, may be 
ranked among the first geniuses of the age and 


‘country, (recently deceased.) 


Miss Edgeworth, a distinguished writer of 
novels, moral compositioa, and works of educa- 
tion. 

Miss Cullen, the amiable and ingenious au- 
thoress of Morton and Home, novels distinguished 
for their benevolent sentiments, and spirited com- 
positions, honourable alike to her heart and head. 

Mrs. Opie, whose various works in verse and 
prose, are distinguished for their originality, 
good taste, ingenuity, and elegant composition. 

Mrs. Inchbald, who, as a dramatist and nove- 
list, has produced various works, which will ever 
rank high among the classics of our language. 

Miss Hutton, respéctable as a novelist, pow- 
érful as a general writer, and able as a philoso- 
phical geographer, as proved by her recent 
works of Africa. 

Miss H. M. Williams, who, though long a re- 
sident in Paris, may be claimed as an English 
woman, and is an honor to the genius of her 
countrywomen, in history, politics, eloquence 
and poetry. 

Mrs. Cappe, a lady whose strength of under- 
standing, and power of diction, have led her to 
grapple with subjects of the highest order, as she 
has published several works on theology, educa- 
tion and biography. 

Miss Porter, a novelist of the first rank, inthe 
power of eloquent composition, whose Thaddeus 
of Warsaw, and other works, will long be stand- 
ards of the language. 

Miss Benger, who figures with equal distinc- 
tion as a novelist, historian and poet. 

Miss Grant, who has distinguished herself in 
morals, philosophy, and the belles lettres. 

Mrs. Marcel, who has proved her powers of 
mind in her Conversations on Natural Philoso- 


phy, 
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Mrs. Lowry, who writes and lectures with 
great ability on mineralogy ond geology. 

Miss Owenson, (Lady Morgan) whose eloquent 
writings, moral and political reasoning, are not 
surpassed by any author of her time. 

Mrs. Wakefield, compiler of many useful and 
ingenious works for the use of children and 
| 

Mrs. Ibertson, whose discoveries with the mi- 
croscope on the physiology of plants, rank he 
high among experienced philosophers. — 

Miss Herschell, whose ingenuity and industry, 
in astronomical observations, have obtained her 
a splendid reputation throughout the civilized 
world. 

Miss Aikin, niece of Mrs. Barbould, who, 
soaring above productions of mere taste and fan- 
cy, has in her memoirs of Elizabeth, proved her 
powers in history and philosophy. 

Miss Graham, the able writer of several vo- 
lumes of travels, which are distinguished for 
their sound philosophy and enlightened views of 
society. 

M. D’Arbly, (Miss Burney) whose Evelina, 
Cecilia, Camille, and other novels, place her 
among the first and most original writers of any 
age. 

"Mise Baillie, whose plays on the passions, and 
other productions, are highly esteemed by every 
person of taste. 

Miss E. L. Landon, authoress of The Im- 
provisatrice, Troubadour, and other Poems. 
There is so much of the soul of poetry, says 
a late reviewer, in Miss Landon’s strains—she 
has so much strong sensibility and romantic feel- 
ing—she is so young, and yet has written so 
much and so well, that we cannot withold the 
expression of our applause. 

Mrs. Hemans, the amiable authoress of many 
poetical effusions, which have been extensively 
read and universally admired. Her fugitive 


‘poems, some of which have never been pub- 


lished, are about being issued, in an elegant 
volume, from the press in Boston. 7 2 

Besides others of less celebrity, but perhaps 
equal merit, whose names are not present to the 
recollection of the writer. 

Few persons, till they behold this enumera- 
tion, will have suspected that our days could 
boast such a galaxy of genius in the fair sex; 
and it may also be questioned whether the other 
sex can produce a list, in many respects of supe- 
rior pretensions. 

A new Academy of Belles Lettres is to be es- 
tablished at Paris, to be composed entirely of 
liberals. It will publish its memoirs regularly, 
and its principal object will be the compilation of 
a new Dictionary of the French language. 

Munroe & Francis, of Boston, are preparing 
to publish, by subscription, an edition of King- 
ard’s History of Great Britain. 

Bible Societies.—There are 3000 Bible Socie- 
ties in the world, founded all within twenty years. 
—There annual receipts are about 1.160,000 
($4,500,000,) and more than three millions of 
Bibles have been distributed over the globe in 
140 different languages. | 

Woodstock.—An April number of the London 
Literary Gazette contains a favorable review of 
the new Waverly novel, in which the following 
passage occurs: 

“‘ The preface to Woodstock requires no com- 
ment; it is‘rather explanatory and docs not slip 
into that vein of humour which has rendered 
some of the author’s introductory chapters 
agreeably celebrated.” 

It is worthy of remark that this interesting 
preface is altogethér omitted in the American 
edition of the work, nor is there the slightest 


FROM THE ALLEGHANY DEMOCRAT. 
On the inconveniences to which little women are 
pect. 

Mr. Eprror.—That littleness should give an 
lidea of youth is easily accounted for, but I can- 
not see why a girl who is short in stature should 
be always treated as if she was in leading 
strings, any more than a gentleman who is un- 
der-sized should be supposed to be just breeched. 
For my part,.I am turned .eighteen, and conse- 
quently have been a woman tiese five years; 
yet they seem to look upon meas a perfect baby : 
—I wonder indeed they do not cram me into a 
cradle, and feed me with a pap-spoon. With my 
aunt, it is child every word, and every body else 
calls me little Miss ; but when they mean to pay 
an extraordinary compliment, then I am a pretty 
hitle Lady. 
country, a lady in the neighborhood very civilly 
invited me to come and play with her grand- 
daughter, who was eleven years old; anda great 
bulky fellow who was, they said, my god-father, 
most boisterously took me up in his arms, (like 
Gullivar and his nurse reversed) and fell a slob- 
bering and nustling me as if I had been actually 
in swaddling clothes. Our visiters never fail to 
bring fruits and sweetmeats with them in their 
pockets for Miss, and I am consiantly insulted 
by the civility of your good ladies, who are for 
loading me with slices of rich plum or seed cakes 
of theirown making. When I sit down to the 
table, I am helped very sparingly of the meat, as 
if they thought I had not cut my teeth; but my 
plate is filled with pudding and pie, which they 
take for granted Miss must be very fond of. 
When I proposed riding a single horse, that was 
objected to, as no poney could be found small 
enough, and it was even debated whether I 
should be carried before or behind the servant.— 
What vexes me still more, however, they seem 
to measure my understanding by my person ; and 
‘as I am no bigger, they conclude me as ignorant 
sa child; consequently their conversation with 
me is most trifling, and often borders on the 
dialect of the nursery. One gentlewoman was 
astonished to hear I could write; and another, 
upon my reading a common article out of a news- 
paper, thought indeed I-read mighty well for my 
age. Ina word, Sir, (or in short if you please,) 
I meet with so many of these impertinences, that 
I am quite sick of them. The only remedy I can 
hope for is, to find some one compassionate 
enough to unmiss me, and make a woman of me, 
by making me a wife. I am, &c. 

DOROTRY SHORT. 

To sleep away these bright mornings, when 
every thing is joyous around you—when the sun 
is up and gladdening creation with his smiles— 
when the air is full of balmy fragrance, and eve- 
ry thing is starting into life and beauty, seems 
almost to manifest ingratitude to the source of 
the blessings which surround us, and which are 
never more forcibly presented to the mind than 


reference made to it, to indicate its existence. || the outer angle of the eye. - 


in the revival of the new vegetable creation, 
when it springs from the grave of winter and im- 
presses the mind by the most beautiful analogy of 
the sublime truth of the soul’s immortality. 

The natives of Siam are stout, but rather below 
the middle stature; and appear to be well fed, 
living principally upon rice and fish. Both sexes 
cut the hair short, and blacken the teeth, which, 
with the mouth and lips stained a deep red by 
chewing of betel and lime, gives them a hideous 
and disgusting appearance. In seme, the hair 
of the head descends to within an inch, or even 
less, of the eye-brows, covering the whole of the 
templ small distance of 


es, and to within a very 


When I first came down into the’ 


} 


No. Tl. 


Madame de Genlis relates in her. Memoirs, 
that one day, during winter, the Duchess of 
Mazarine conceived the idea of giving a fete 
champetre at her splendid mansion in Paris.— 
She assembled an immense crowd in her saloon, 
then just decorated, and dazzling with mirrors, 
which covered the walls of the apartment from 
the ceiling to the floor. Atthe extremity ofthe 
saloon was a cabinet full of foliage and flowers, 
and on opening a gate a transparency was to 
appear, showing a real flock of sheep, very white 
and well washed, defiling in a woodland, and 
led by a sheperdéss, a dancer from the opera. 
Whilst this ingenious scene was preparing, and 
the company were dancing in the saloon, the 
imprisoned sheep escaped, it is not known how, 
and without dog or shepherdess, suddently burst 
into the room, dispersed the dancers, and began 
butting their heads against the mirrors. The 


leaps and bleatings of the affrighted flocks, the 


noise they made in breaking the mirrors to 
pieces; the cries and fright of the women; the 
roars of laughter from the dancers, formed a 
much more amusing scene than that of the pas- 
toral which the company lost by this accident. 


- A roguish boy stole the glasses out of hfs 


grand-father’s spectacles; and when the old gen- 


tleman put them on, finding he could not see, he 
exclaimed, ‘‘ Mercy on me, I have lost my sight !"” 
But thinking the impediment to vision might be 
the dirtiness of the glasses, he took them off to 
wipe them; when not feeling them, he cried out 
with increased agitation, ‘‘ Why, what’s come 
now; why I have lost my feeling too!” 


From a Londgn Paper. 

Marlborough street.—There were two very 
queer personages among the disorderlies brought 
before Mr. Roe, from St George’s watch-house, 
on Thursday morning—one of them charged 
with devouring more pastry than he could pay 
for, and threatening to knock down the pastry 
cook for asking him to pay. The pastry eater 
was a sort of a drab coloured anatomie vivante— 
a living dead man, but very sprightly withal.— 
His face was the color of a half-baked crumpet ; 
his hair a thought darker: he was clad in a light 
drab morning gown, with light drab trowsers to 
correspond ; and he skipped blithely into the bar, 
rubbing his hands, and exclaiming,—‘* Aye, mar- 
ry! now I’m before a gentleman—and I don’t 
flatter him in saying so.” 

It appeared by the evidence, that on Wednes- 
day night he stalked into a pastry-cook’s shop, 
in Piccadilly, and began cramming himself with 
pastry so voraciously, that the pastry cook was 
quite astonished. Tarts and cheese-cakes, jel- 
lies and gingerbread, oyster patties and kettle 
custards, followed each other down his throat 
every instant—it was but a tart and a twist, and 
down it went, and another was in his mouth be- 
fore the first was half way to the bottom—“I beg 
your pardon, Sir,” said the astonished pastry-. 
cook, “ but I shall esteem it a particular favor 
if you will pay as you go on!”—and he had no 
sooner said so, than the tart-cormorant’s fist was 
against his face, accompanied with a—* You in- 
fernal scoundre]! how dare you insult me by 
such a remark !—if you open your mouth again, 
I will knock youdown!” The pastry-cook, more 
astonished than ever, did not attempt to remon- 
strate further, but feeling convinced that the soon- 
er he was rid of such a customer the better, he 
called in the watchman and sent him to the 
watch-house, and there it was ascertained that 
he could not have paid if he would, for his pock- 
ets were as bare of coin as his bones were of fat. 

“‘ Well, Sir,” said the Magistrate, “ why did 
you threaten to knock thismandown’” 
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“7 did not threaten to knock him down,” re- 
plied the sprightly custard-consumer, bowing 
and smiling very courteously— but if I had 
knocked him down, I humbly submit I should 
have done him infinite honour !” 

“Tam of a very different opinion,” rejoined 
the Magistrate; ‘‘and you will find bail.” 

*“* Oh dear! no, sir,” cried the unconscionable 
custard eater, changing his smile into a whimper, 
** Oh dear! no, sir—pray Sir—don’t let me find 
bail, sir.—Pray don’t sir!’ But the gaoler led him 
awayto makeroom for his companion in adversity. 


SONG.—pby A LADY. 
Go, fading Violet! 
Tell him who laid thee here, 
How oft thy leaves are wet 
By memory’s tear. 


Say, in thy perish’d bloom, 
That droops so pallidly, 
Tread my coming doom, | 
Like thee, to die. 
For when too cruel love 
Hath pluck’d Hope’s cheris’hd flower, 
“ What is the heart ?—a grave, | 
That blooms no more ! 


; GREEN ROOM REGISTER. 


“Messrs. Warren & Wood closed the Theatre at Balti- 
more on Friday, and the company have returned to Phila- 
delphia, where they will perform for a short season. Mr. 
Kean is to execute here the engagement which was made 


for Baltimore, and which was interrupted in so threatening | 


a manner in that city. 

He appeared on Monday evening as Richard III. He was 
well received by a house which was not overcrowded. This 
evening, he plays Othello. 

Chatham Theatre.—Mr. Conway’s Jaffier, (says the New 
¥ork National Advocate,) we have already praised in no 
niggard terms. It is a piece of beautiful acting, and is 
peculiarly his own. The Belvidera of Mrs. Duff cannot be 
parallelled on the American stage. Indeed, (and it isa less 
equivocal compliment) it is a chaste and pathetic delinea- 
tien of the griefs and affections of a lovely, loving and 
heart-broken wife, 

Of Mr. Wallack’s Pierre we may say, that a more manly, 
sensible and animated performance can rarely be found, 
and is not to be desired. 

Miss Kelly’s benefit at Baltimore, is spoken of in the 
papers as having been very good. 


The Jersey Glass Works is the property of a 
company incorporated with a capital of $200,000, 
and gives employment to about an hundred per- 
sons, and a considerable degree of stir and inter- 
est to the little village of Jersey City, in which 
it is situated. The business of making, cutting, 
engraving, and painting, of the glass, with other 


branches incidental to the manufacture and finish | 


of that beautiful and valuable article, in all its 
variety of shapes and uses, are carried on by the 
company, with a spirit of zeal and enterprize se- 
cond to few, if any, of our manufacturing esta- 


blishments in the country. Specimens of their | 
work compare with the finest from any part of. 


the old world. 

Almost adjoining, as an appendage to the 
Glass Works, is a Porcelain manufactory, going 
4nto operation, with $100,000 capital. Hereare 
employed a great number of persons of different 
ages and sexes, in the various branches of this 
pleasing and novel occupation. The work is 
done and unfinished in both the Prench and Eng- 
lish manner, with their latest improvements, and 
bids fair to excel all other productions of the 
Rind in this country, 


factory 
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A short mile north of this, is the Carpet Manu- 
of the Messrs. Haight, brought into 
“the full tide of successful experiment” this 
spring, with a capital of $400,000. It gives bu- 
siness to about an hundred hands here, in weav- 
ing, dying, finishing, and packing the goods, 
from yarn spun at the other branch of their ma- 
nufacture, at Little Falls, where about the same 
number of persons is also employed. The pro- 


duct of the company at present is about 5 bales, |; 


of 500 yards each, or 2500 yards per week, 
which finds a market in preference to foreign in- 
grained carpeting, at 90 to 120 cents per yard. 

[M. Y. Times. 


PHILADELPHIA, JUNE 14, 1826. 


Ellen’s lines on the death of “ Mary” the young lady 
(Stella,) referred to in our poetical column, and several 
original pieces from her deceased friend, shall receive the 
most respectful attention. We have now by us upwards of 
sixty orig mal effusions, in prose and verse, from which we 
shall occasionally select for publication, such portions as 
may impart interest to “ THe ALsum,” without considering 
it requisite to occupy our room with notices to Corres- 
pondents, though we may occasionally indulge in a passing 
remark, as leisure and inclination serves. 

“‘ Elizabeth Hargrave, a tale, by Aladdin,” has afforded 
us some amusement from the ineffable nonsense which runs 
in a steady stream through the whole performance. 


{> Subscribers who did not receive their ‘papers of last 
week, and such as may be neglected by our carriers this, 
will be furnished with their No’s. on application at the office 
No. 27 Marker street. Additional carriers will be pro- 
cured, and such arrangements made as will ensure the 


prompt and regular delivery of the paper hereafter. An 


AGENT will be &ppointed in Kensington for the accommoda- 
tion of our subscribers in that populous and thriving dis- 
trict, until when their papers will be delivered according to 
direction. 


In explanation of the omission of the preface to Wood- 
stock; referred to in our literary notices of this week, Messrs. 
Carey & Lea state that it has arisen from no fault of theirs, 
no such preface having been found in any copy of the work 
yet received. ‘They intend printing and delivering the 
preface (as soon as it can be obtained) gratuitously, to all 
who have purchased their edition of the work. 


From an advertisement, it appears, that Miss Noah has, 
by permission of Mrs. Leigh, of New York, established an 
Institution in this city, for the cure of stammering, and 
other impediments of speech. From the perfect success 
which has attended the application of Mrs. Leigh’s recently 
discovered remedy, and the ability manifested by Miss 
Noah in its application, there can be no question of the 
singular advantages to be derived by the most obstinate 
stammerers, who can be made to speak with ease and 
fluency, ina few weeks, and many ina few days. We take 
pleasure in directing public attention to this useful institu- 
tion, which is in operation at No. 105 North Front street. 


Mr. Tanner, of Chesnut-street, has recently 
published-a very elegant “‘ Ancient Atlas,” con- 
taining sixteen quarto maps of the most interest- 
ing portions of the world, referred to in Ancient 
History, sacred and profane. The fidelity of 
the Maps, and the neatness of their execution, 
as well as the handsome manner in which they 
are bound, commend them to general notice. 

Savannan, May 

Suicide.—A young man, named Francis Con- 
ville, was found yesterday morning, on opening 
the. gates of the Burial Ground, near the western 
entrance, in a state rapidly approaching disso- 


ing in the neighborhood, aud medical aid obtain- 
ed, but he breathed his last in about an hour.— 
A piece of opium, about an ounce in weight, was 
found in his hat. The Jury returned a verdict 
of ** death by taking opium.” 


The deceased arrived here about a week since 
—he appears to have been of a melancholy tem- 
perament, and was in bad health. No cause is 
given for the commission of the act. 


Flour is very cheap, but oats and hay are dear. 
Crops of those articles have been short, owing, 
no doubt, to the drought. [M. Y. Wat. Adv. 


Beauchamp, convicfed of the murder of Col. 


Sharp in Kentucky, has, since his condemnation, 
confessed the murder. 


The Furnace erected by Mr. Henry Y. Slay- 
maker, in Windsor township, York country,is 
now in operation, producing between twenty 
and twenty-five tons cast metal per week. Itis 
the only work ofthis description in our old and 
populous county. | 


The Swedish 74 Taperheten, Gapt. Gyllengra- 
nat, with a crew of 500 men, anchored off Sandy 
Hook on Wednesday afternoon. She Ieft Car- 
thagena in March last. 


Canal Tolls.—The collector of the tollsat Pal- 
myra, Wayne Co. has, within the past month, 
received in one week $5574, and on one day 
$1006. This is incontestible evidence of state 
prosperity. 

Mr. John Dean, an aged and respectable 
farmer of this township, had both his legs broken 


on the 8th inst. by the falling of a tree upon 
them. 


Wheat.—The Onondaga Register says: The 
price of this article has risen materially within a 
few days. Runners are out, we understand, 
offering 81 cent per bushel. 
which has been paid for some months past, was 
56 cents. 


Launch.—On the 18th ult. the new Steam 
Boat William Penn, of 200 tons, was launched 
at Erie, Pa. 


On the 15th inst. Mr. John Easterly, an old 
and respectable inhabitant of Johnstown, Mont- 
gomery County, was thrown from his wagon 
while descending a hill witha load of staves, one 
of the wheels passed over his neck and shoulder, 
and he was instantly killed. 


Suicide.—Mrs. Polly Smith, wife of Mr. John 
Smith, of Rutland, (Vt.) lately put an end to her 
life by hanging herself with:a skein of yarn.— 
She was insane at times. 


Saratoga Springs.—The Sentinel of the 6th 
inst. says, there were no less than 300 strangers 
at the Springs even thus early, and the number 
continually augmenting. 


A fine pair of horses, belonging to the Hud- 
son and Erie Line, were drowned in the canal, 
on Friday last, owing to the bank giving way. 
The horses were valued at $240. 


Accident.--A seriots accident happened in Bos- 


ton, a few days since, in raising the roof timbers 
of anew Meeting House. Owing to some ne- 
gligence in the machinery, a rafter weighing 
about seven tons, fell over the front of the build- 
ing, carrying away the staying on which several 
men were at work, and the centre of the front 
wall. Of these persons all were more or less 
injured, and two of them mortally. Fhe damage 
to the edifice was considerable. The whole 
thing arose from the carelessness of the mas- 
ter. 


Shocking Accident.—A letter dated New-York, 


lution. He was immediately removed to a build- | May 17, gives the followifg particulars of the 
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violent death of a lad named John Hacker, who | 
deserted from this office last January. In his | 
employ, on the 13th inst. he had the imprudence 
to climb up to the topmast of a sloop lying there, 
and endeavor to descend by one of the ropes; 
but the rope being too small to afford a firm 
grasp, he fell head foremost on the deck with 
such violence, that not only was his skuil frac- 
tured, but his neck absolutely driven into his 
body! 

The writer adds, that the corse was one of the 
most shocking spectacles he ever beheld, having 
become as black as ink in a few hours, and hav- 
ing, after enclosure in the coffin some time, 
swelled to such a degree as to burst it open and 
split the lid into several pieces. The unfortunate 
end of this lad ought to serve as a warning to 
those who meditate desertion from the situation 
wherein their friends have placed them, 

{Montreal Herald. 


Little Falls, Kerkimer Co. (N. Y.) June 7. 
-¢ Murder most foul, as in the best it is, 
But this most foul, strange and unnatural !” 


Horrid Occurrence.—Samuel Perry, a man 
near 50 years of age, and well known as a mer- 
chant of that place, cut the throat of his wife, 
an amiable and much esteemed lady, aged 35.— 
The soul-destroying habit of intemperance, to 
which he had been addicted for many years, is 
believed to have been the incipient step, which 
long caused the greatest unhappiness in his fami- 
ly, and finally led to the awful catastrophe 
which has now taken place. | 

The principal facts, so far as we have been 
able to collect them from the statements of va- 
rious persons in the vicinity, are as follows :— 
Mrs. Perry, (formerly Miss Lydia Reed, of Da- 
nube,) was preparing to iron clothes at a table, 
when her husband rose from off a bed in the ad- 
joining room, and coming partly behind her, 

ave her a deep wound across the neck with a 
pocket knife; her dymg shrieks arrested the no- 
tice ofa neighbour who was passing by, and who 
caught her in his arms as she was sinking to the 
floor. Medical help was soon obtained, but the 
principal veins of the neck were severed by the 
deadly steel, the blood flowed profusely, and in a 
few minutes the unfortunate woman expired. 


From the Detroit Gazette, May 23d. 


Death of Kiskauko.--This celebrated chief of 
the Chippewas was found dead in one of the cells 
of the prison of this city, on Wednesday morn- 
ing last. He was confined on a charge of being ac- 


place, in January last. His eldest son still occu- 
pies one of the cells, under the charge of being 
the murderer of the Indian alluded to. An in- 
quest was held on the body of Kiskauko, and the 
jurors returned a verdict that he died a natural 
death. But little doubt, however remains, from 
what has since been ascertained, that he died by 
poison, procured, at his own request, by one of 


cessary to the murderof a Saginaw Indian inthis | 


his wives. 


__ FOREIGN NEWS. 


Gleanings from English Journals. 


The merchants of Antwerp and Hague have 
refused to sell all warlike munitions to the agents 
of the Pacha of Egypt. 

The Courier Francais gives a letter from 
Smyrna, contradicting the report that the Editor 
of the Oriental Spectator was assassinated, as 
has been reported. He died of the plague. 

A loose report prevailed in Paris, that the 
Russian Government had ordered the principali- 


Min destroyed by the fire. 


ties of Moldavia and Wallachia to be immedi- 
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ately invaded. It was however not confirmed 
by any late letters. 
RUSSIA. 

The new conspiracy which, according to ru- 
mour, was discovered at Warsaw, is said to have 
been directed against the life of the Grand Duke 
Constantine. 

Russian Embassy.-—The preparations for the 
Duke of Devonshire’s mission tu Russia are of 
the most magnificent kind. A single order for 
plate amounts to about $70,090. 

A change in the Russian Ministry has been 
rumoured. It issaid that Count Nesselrode was 
to retire. 

The Emperor’s coronation is fixed for the 7th 
of July, on which day he will be 30 years of age. 
The Empress’ mother is about leaving Taganrog 
for a healthier residence. | 

The Courier Francais speaks in high terms 
of the President’s Message relating to the Pana- 
ma question, which it has published at full 
length. 

Tempora mutantur.-—-Times have indeed chang- 
ed, when regiments are recalled from Ireland, 
for the purpose of quelling disturbances in Eng- 
land. Such is the state of alarm, that in one in- 
stance, when soldiers could not be procured, the 
marines were sent on shore from a ship of war, 
lying in Liverpool harbour, and forwarded on to 
the disturbed districts in stage coaches.and post 
chaises. 

The Manufacturing Distress.—Subscriptions 
are commencing in every part of the empire for 
the relief of the unemployed manufacturers.—. 
Some of the sermons preached on the subject, 
have been very productive. All orders of socie- 
ty seem animated witli a common desire of aiding 
the unhappy sufferers. 

The Corn Laws.—Much of the disturbance 
and rioting of the manufacturers, is to be ascrib- 
ed to their hatred of the corn laws. Whilst the 
mob were destroying the looms at Blackburn, 
one poor fellow threw himself down before the 
feet of the horses: he told the soldiers they 
might trample upon him if they pleased, but he 
was starving to death, and he would persist in 
breaking the looms. 

During the time the rioters were in Mr. Ec- 
cles’ mill, the military had so arranged them- 
selves about the entrance, and on three sides of 
the building, that the escape of the former was 
rendered a matter of difficulty. Finding they 
could not make their way off by the door, many 
of them actually jumped out of a window two 
stories high, and escaped by crossing a stream 
on a side where there were no soldiers posted. 

Fire in London.—A dreadful fire broke out ‘in 
Vere-street, Dlare Market, on the 24th ult.— 
Being in a part of the city inhabited by the poor- 
er class of people, no less than twenty-one per- 
sons occupied the house. Some of the occu- 
piers of the lower rooms escaped through the 
back yard; those in the attics, through .a hole 
they made in the roof; but it is afflicting to know 
that one man, two children, and a young girl, 
The poor wretches 

ho escaped were nearly naked. 

Cotton.—The sales of cotton in Liverpool, 
have for some days, been very limited, in conse- 
quence of the disturbances at Manchester. 

Austria has made some animated remon- 
strances to the liberal governments of Europe 
against the publicity and freedom of their legis- 
lative discussions. She has desired Russia to 
co-operate in these representations; but that | 
government declined all interference with the 
usages of other nations. 


The people of Belgium have begun to form a 
volunteer corps, to be called The Free Legion, 
for the purpose of aiding the Greeks. It is to 


embark as soon as possible, at Antwerp or Os- 
tend, for Greece. 

Excessive Fine.—James Browne, Esq. M. P. 
was. fined at a late Irish Assize, nearly $10,000 
for not having attended as a grand juror, accord- 
ing to his summons. 

French Liberty.—Forty-two persons were ar- 
rested in Paris upon the occasion of the rejoic- 
ings on account of the rejection of the Primoge- 
niture Law Project. 

GREECE. 

Glorious News from Greece.—Intelligence by 
late arrivals at New York are of the most en- 
couraging kind. Missolonghi, so far from hay- 
ing fallen, is-victorious. <A private letter, dated 
Venice, April 15, says, Ibrahim Pacha is defeat- 
ed, and Greece once more triumphant. The God 
of Christians has at length had pity upon a hand- 
ful of men, whose destruction had been sworn 
by the forces of the two Continents combined.—. 
Let us render to him homage for his omnipotent 
benevolence, and pray him to continue to assist 
the people who are fighting for religion and 
liberty!” 

A letter of the 27th ult. from Corfu gives the 
following instance of the attrocious cruelty of 
Ibriham Pacha:—“ Ibrahim having been repul- 
sed in ten assaults upon Missolonghi, caused two 
priests, five women, and three children, to be 
empaled in front of his batteries, and upon the 
most elevated point, thinking that he should 
thus intimidate the heroic defenders of Misso- 
longhi. He immediately sent a summons to sur- 
render to the besieged captains, promising to 
establish them in the posts of Armatolis, that 
each of them occupied under Ali Tebelen Pacha, 
of Janina. In the event of refusal they were 
threatened with the fate of their empaled breth- 
ren. Atthat moment 7,000 Suliotes and others, 
indignant at what they,had seen and heard, made 
a sortie, sword in hand, fell upon the enemy, and 
killed all before them. Ifthese brave assailants , 
were unable to give their brethren honours of 
burial, they, at least, avenged their death by the 
slaughter of 330 of the barbarians. A few days 
ago the Missolonghites would have sent their 
wives and children to the Ionian Islands, but the 
latter refused to quit their husbands at the mo- 
ment of their greatest need. 

Still Later.—By an arrival’ at New York, 
bringing still later dates, we rejoice to find the 
good news from Greece is amply confirmed. 


MARRIED, 

On Thursday evening last, by the Rev. Philip F, Mayer, 
Mr. JosepH Georee, to Miss daughter of 
Mr. Jacob Gardner. 

On the 23d May, by the Rev. Dr. Wilmer, J acon Morea, 
Esq. of Alexandria, to Mary Jagvetine, daughter of Col. 
Aug. J. Smith, of West Grove, Fairfax, Va. 

On the 8th inst. by the Reverend Dr. Skinner, Mr. Lew:s 
Repyor, formerly of Trenton, (N. J.) to Miss Caruanine 


Snyper, of this city. 

In Beverly, (Mass.) Mr. Samvet Crank, of Philadelphia, 
to Mrs. Lucy Woopserry. 

On Tuesday last, by the Rev. Bishop Seule, the Rev. 
NorvaL of the Methodist Church, to 
Miss Cornevia L. Howiann, daughter of Capt. Daniel L. 
Howland, of Baltimore. 

On the 17th April at the Chapel of the British Ambas- 
sador, at Paris, Le Marevuis De Buatsex, Chamberlain to 
the Emperor of Austria, to Maria Maria, second daugh- 
ter of the Hon. Wm. Bingham, of the United States. 


DIED, 

On Sunday morning last, Mary Axrorp, wife of Samuel 
I. Axrorp, in the 48th year of her age. 

On the evening 0 the 8th instant, in the 34th year of his 
age, Witt1am J. Paxson, merchant of this city. 

Last week, Epwarp P. Maguire, teacher, in the 28th 
year of his age. 

At New Haven, on the 9th instant, Rev. Jepenian Morse, 
D. D. L. L. D. aged 64. | 

At Burlington, (N. J.) on the 7th inst. in the 61st year of 
his age, Grirritru, Esq. Counsellor at Law, and 
Clerk of the Supreme Court of the United States. 
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OBIGINAL POBTBY. 


“With many a flower of birth divine, 
We'll grace this little garden spot, 

Nor in it place a thought or line, 
That we would ever wish to blot. 


The followiug was written for “Tue Atsum,” a short 
time since, by an amiable young lady, who is known to 
some of our readers as the writer of several effusions over 
the signature of “* Mary.” At the time, she was in the 
possession of apparent health, united with the certain 
esteem and affection of a large circle of friends; since 
when. the young, but melancholy spirit, of the lovely 


“Sretia,” has been untimely summoned to a world of 
Spirits :— 


DAYS OF INFANCY. 
Oh ! days of unalloyed delight, 
And nights of calm, unmixed repose, 
For me too soon you wing’d your flight, 
« As joy’s bright beam upon me rose. 
Alas! no more ye smile on me, 
* Sweet, happy days of infancy. 


Undeeded every passing hour, 

In sportive joy and pleasure smiled, 
With eager haste I plucked each flower, 
Which my delighted eyes beguiled. 
Ah! now are gone too far from me, 

Those sweetest days of infancy. 


Youths’ brightest visions too, did rise 
Before my mind, surpassing fair, 

I thought each breast free from disguise, 
When all those dreams dissolved in air. 

No more those joys return to me. 

Which crowned the days of infancy. 


Farewell! beloved joys, farewell ! 

Your charms from me are ever flown, 
Yet still must faithful mem’ry swell 

The bosom, once your peaceful throne. 
Farewell! for never more wil! ye, 


Restore the days of infancy. STELLA. 


FOR THE ALBUM. 
SPRING. 
Sweet Spring in mildest beauty drest, 
Returns to grace the plain, 
With joy we hail the vernal guest, 
And meet her smiles again. 
The ice chain’d shore 
Is seen no more, 
Nor woodland’s dreary mien, 
For lovely May, 
With verdure gay, 
Revives the scene again. 
Where’er her airy feet impress, 
Some beauteous flowret rears, 
And gems of dew her sandals kiss, 
As cheering morn appears, 
The distant hiils 
And murmuring rills, 
Her vernal charms declare, 
And mental notes 
Of music float 
Upon the desert air. 
Yet soon mild Spring thy charms are past, 
Thy favouring beauties o’er; 
. ‘Theconquering season comes at last, 


To prove thy fragile power ; 
The Summer too 
May charms renew, 
And Autumn gild the plain; 
* Yet Winter stern, 
Must soon return, 
To blight your pleasing reign. 
And thus with Life, from youth to age, 
Its seasons must decay ; 
Death, conquering comes, to rule the stage, 
And bear our forms away; : 
Yet falls resigned, 
Each spotless mind, 
Nor fears the chast’ning rod ; 
Their parting breath 
They yield to death, 
And wing their flight to Gop. 


FOR THE ALBUM. 


RURAL SCENERY: 


I love the shade of the forest tree, 
And the ripling water’s melody, — 
I love on the verdant bank to lay, 
Recluse from the world, at the noon of day ;— 
Where the silver lily bends in its pride, 
To view its form in the crystal tide ; 
And the subtile sun, in many a beam, 
Is dancing light on the lucid stream ; 
And the sportive tribes that frisk below. 
Anon reflect the golden glow. 
I would not sing of the pleasant groves, . 
And the cooling zephyr that through them roves; 
But my heart impels to the charming theme, 
The beacon of hope, and fancy’s dream. 
I long to list to the cheerful chaunt 
Of musical birds in their flow’ry haunt ; 
And the shepherd’s pipe, in numbers shrill, 
_ Awak’ning the answ’ring nymph of the hill ; 
And the songs of maidens at evening hour, 
Gaily rejoiting in fragrant bower. 
I long, from a mountain, to watch for the rise 
Of the sun in his splendout illuming the skies, 
To see all creation awake from its sleep, 
And glittering rivers roll on to the deep ; 
And to see him at evening in triumph descerid, 
And the golden-wing’d clouds that upon him attend. 


And when the proud city is deluged with rain, 

Oh, let me contemplate the grass-cover’d plain; 

For the Flow’rs that are drooping again shall revive, 
And the fruits that are wither’d refreshen and thrive. 
While the rainbow, suspended in beauty divine, 

A witness of truth, and of mercy the sign, 

Shall kindle devotion in every breast, 

And vanish away—when the storm is at rest. 

Thus hope shall attend on the christian’s career, 
And only forsake—when therg’s nothing to fear. 
‘Philadelphia, June 9th, 1826. ALONZO. 

FOR THE ALBUM. y 

On the death of a lady in whose fainily, and 
among whose connections, the author experi- 
enced great hospitality and friendship; and 


whose person and deportmenit are not flattered 
in the following lines :— 


By Scleck Osborn. 
Blest one, farewell! fot surely blest thou art, 
if buoyant mind, and innocence of heart, 
Can raise a sylph-like form, like thine, to heaveti ; 
Hadst thou e’er trespass’d, that angelic face , 
Turn’d to the seat of mercy and of grace, 


Would win the indulgent sentence, Thou'rt forgiveb.” 
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THE ALBUM, 
How sweetly on yon tranquil stream, 
The setting sun imprints his ray : 
Which back reflects the saffron beam, 
And glows when it has pass’d away. 
More sweetly far, when death draws nigh, 
Religion casts her soothing light, 
Sheds on the spirit’s op’ning eye, 
Her hues immortal, pure and bright. WwW. 


FOR THE ALBUM. 

st Sir !"—said a Lady to a strutting beau— 

‘‘ Be kind enough to tell me what your trade is’ 
Oh! certainly !”—said Dick—“ if you must know— 

My trade, ’pon honor! is to please the Ladies!” 
Surely !”—said she—“‘a pretty trade, my boy ! 

In times like these when there’s so many failures ! 
If you would otherwise your time employ, 


And pay your bills, I think you'd please the 


THE DECEIVER. 
Accursed be he, whose guileful tongue 
Can wrong a woman’s captive heart— 
That fount from which have sweetly sprung 
The joys it could alone impart— 
Can turn that fount to grief and gall, 
And poison her existence all! 


Accursed be he, whose lips can press 

A woman’s lips of sinless glow, 

Yet leave them ’mid her happiness, 

To pour the lonely plaint of wo, 
That from the midnight shadows drear, 
Is wafted to no human €ar! 

Accursed be he, who twines his arms 

Around a womah’s melting form, 
Yet leaves her praised and peerless chaf.ns, 

A prey to sorrow’s canker-worm, 
Like lovely flowers that pass away, 
Even in the sunbright month of May! 


Actursed be he—ah, may he pass 
Along the turf where she is laid, 

Yet ’mid the rank and waving grass . 
A couchant serpent shall be laid, \ 

That will a sting of conscience dart, 

To wither up his perjured heart! 


REBUSES. 
When you, and you, and I, 
Together meet at T, 
We surely then may hope t’ enjoy 
Brilliance, and sense, and glee. 


Half a prop and support to mankind; 
And half what the weary require ; 
These parts, when together combined, 

Will show what the prudent admire. 


af Four initials combine, or properly join, 


_ Of the four Cardinal points so well known; 
They'll exhibit you quick, what is new once a week, 
And what pleases most people you'll own. 
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